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TfieTragedie 

To threaten me with death is mod vnlawfull: 

I charge you as you hope to haue r edemption, 
ByChrrfts^dearcblcud died for ourgveeuousfinncs. 

That you depart and lay no hands on me: 

Thedcedc you vndertake is damnable, 

1 What we will do,we do vpon command, 

2 And he that hath commanded is the King. 

CU\ Eironious Vaflai!e,the great King cFKtngs, 

Hath in the tables of his law commanded, 

That thou fhalt do no murdef,and wilt thou then 
Spurnc at his edift,and fulfill a mans? * 

Take hcedc,for he holds vengeance in his hands. 

To hut le vpon their heads that breake his law. 

2 And that fame vengeance doth he throw on thee, 
iror falfe forfwearing,and for murder too: 

Thou didft recciue the holy facrament, 

~ o fight in quarrell of the houfe ofLancafter. 

1 And like a traitor to the name of God, 

Didft breake that yowe.and with thy trccherous biade', 
Vnnpft]the bowels of thy foueraignes fonne. 

2 AVhom thou Wert fworne to cherilh and defend, 

I How canft thou vrge Gods dreadfull law to vs, 

W lien thou haft broke it in fo deare degree? 

Clar. A las, for vvhofe fake did I that ill deede, 

For Edward, for my brother, for Iris fake: 

Why firs,he fends ye nbt to iniirder the for this. 

For in this finne he is as deepe as I: 

If God will be reuenged for this deede, 

T ake not the quarrel! from his do wetfull air 
He needes no mdire&,a»r1awftill courfe, 

T o cut off thofe that haric Offended liirti. 

I Whd made thee then a bloudyminifter,. 

When gallant fpring,^rauc Plantagcnet, 

That Princely Nouicewasftrookedeadby thee? 

CUr. My brothers ldue,the diuelfiand my rage. 0- 
I Thy brothers louc,thc diuell,and thy fault, dj it HO 
haue brought ys’hitherijovv to murder thee. 

CUr, Gh if you louemy brother,hate nQt me, 
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) of Richard the third. 

I am (his brother, and I loue him well: 

Jfyoubehirdefor neede,go backe againe. 

And I w ill fende you to my brother Gloccfter, 

Who will reward you better for my life, 

Then Edward will for tydings of my death, 

2 Youare decein’d.your brother Glocefter hates you, 
Cla, Oh no, lie loues me, and he holds me deare, 

> Go you to him from me. 

Aw. I,fo we will. 

Cla. Tell him, when that our princely father Yorke, 
Blcft his three fonnes with his vi&orious arme: 

And chargd vs from Wisfouletoloue each other. 

He little thought ofthisdeuided friendship. 

Bid Gloccfter thinkc of this, and he will vveepe. 

Aw. ’ I milftones, asdic leftond vs to wcepe, 

Cla. O do not {launder him,for he is kind, 

I I Right as fno w in harueft,thou deceiu’ft thy felfe, 
Tishethat fent vs hither now to murder thee, 

Cla. It cannotbc,for when I parted with him, 
Hehugd meinhisarmcs,and fwore with fobs, 

• • That he would labour my deliuerie, 

2 Why fo he doth, now he deliuers thee, 

From this worlds thraldomc,to the ioyes of hcanen, 

I Make peace with God, for yoO muft die my Lo: 
Cla , Haft thou that holy feeling in thy foulc. 

To counfell me to make my peace with God, 

I And art thou yet,to thy owne foule fo blinde. 

That thou wilt war with God by murdering me# - 

Ah firs,confider,hc that fet you on 

To|do this deede, will hate you for this deede. 

2 Whatfhallwe do? 

Cla. Relent, and fauc your foules. 

1 Relent, tis cowardly and womanifh, 

Cla. Not to relent, is beaftly,fauage, and dnielifli. 

", y friendjl fpje fome pittic in thy lookes: 

■* O i' .hyeiebe not a flatterer, 

Come thou on Yny fide, and intreate for me: 

■ . ’gging Prince,uhat beggerpitties net? 


